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TO THE QVEENES MOST 


. xcellent Maieſtie, Thomas Church- 


Hard, wiſheth all heauenly bleſſedneſſe, 


worldly felicitie, and vnremo- 
wable good Fortune. 


Aung 4 duetifull deſire , mo#te re- 
N ff doubted ſourrargne,to be daily exer- 
8 4 6 } ciſed in ſome ſerui ſable deuice and 
p 1 5 action ( that mate pleaſe my Prince 
15 * 
9 U and rountrey) Ineither ſpare paines 
Mes ſeaſon, to purchace through prac- 
tiſe of pen, and ſludie of heade, my deſired hope. 

But waiyng the greatneſſe of your Mateftie and 
Princely iudgement, I am to ſeelę, not onely What woor- 
des dooeth beſt become me, but likewiſe what woorkes I 
ſhould preſent ,e5pectally to her highneſſe,that hath ſuche 
giftes ffs the heauens,as all our earthly maginationt, ts 
baſe matter here beloWe,maie of right giue place unto. 

And to offer any preſent where ſuche purfections doe 
abounde, and the fountaine of many graces dooeth freely 
flowe , the preſumption were grrate, and the boldeneſſe 
ſcarce pardonabel.Yet moſte gractous Ladie,albent ] dare 
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wot bryng water to the well heade of e and com- 

fortable ſpryng (fro whence all kende of people doe dra ye 
ſuccour and releef ) yet my hope , that my humble and 
wpright meanyng ( of this my Woorke )/hall finde fauour 
in your highneſſe ſight. 

In whiche Worke I compare, Flaunde IS, Fraũce, 
Portugall, Irelande, and Scotlande, to bee the 
ſhell of a Fe Nutte, the ff weete Kirnell whercof 
g the bleſſed ſtateof ENGL ANDE . And though 
With worldly wickedneſſe , and troubles of our t yme,the 
goodly ſhell is ſomewhat wormeaten and cracked,the Kir- 


nell ſhewes it ſelf ſo ſounde,that G ods greate goodneſſe es 
glorie is partly or altogether therein expreſſed. 


And no v by my verſes and deſcription i ii onely tou- 
ched(by allcurtuous and reucrent meanes ) but the trou- 


bles and miſfortunes of euery countrie a parte, goyng no 


further in any fraſe of peeche, then Chriftian acale, lone, 


and duetie mate commaunde a good mide to ſette out, as 
knoweth our huyng Lorde, who ſende your Maic- 
flic many good and gracious ne we yeres, 


With able ſſe 2 and proſperous 


olde rat gne ouer vn. 
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THE MISERIE 


of Flaunders. 


DE ſoile and welthie ſcate, 
where people plentic founde, 
75 My, E ſcarcitics ſtoꝛge is plaged ſoze, 
and made a barraine grounde: 
V4 Where fruitiull pleaſurcsgreate, 
was lookt foz in our dates, | 
Ind where foz wealthe, # wozthie 
did ronne our woꝛldiy praiſe, thyngs, | 
O what a chaungc is this, 
that neighbours mournc therefoze, 
And fozraine focs are grecu d at harte, 
to ſec the cureleſſe ſoze: 
That now no ſencc can ſaluc, 
noꝛ witte tan helpe in haſte, 
Noꝛ man maic ſonc, by foꝛce refoꝛme, 
till warrs and will maks waſic, 
© Hauocke Kcuclls ſonne, 
and Kiotte ſiſter dere: 
To foulc miſrule, a mother vice, 
that raignde full many a yerc. 
In vicu and cozuers cloaſc, 


A. u. O 


The miſerie 


O nourlc of noughtic pꝛancks: 
And needlelle pains and labour loſte, 
that can deſerue no thanks, 
why ſhould Jblamc abuſe, 
where Gods greate w2ath bears (waie. 
And peoples heads, will haue it ſo, 
and woꝛldlic witts dec aie: 
So ronnyng on the race, 
of crookcd careleſſc ſtepps, 
Out goes good oꝛder at a iompe, 
and in rude man cr lepps. 
That at his firſte rebounde, 
tbaks all in ſonder ſtreight: 
Indcchc thyng cracks that feels the force, 
of wilfull hauocks weight. 
Now lcauc that long diſcourſe, 
that hate full hauocke bzyngs: 
(By mcanc of rage, and reuell route) 
and ſpcake of other thyngs. 
That Flaundcrs grocus to fecle, 
and ſonduc ſighe to ſec: 
Ind none but wails that weyes the weight, 
of ſtacts in eche degree, 
Why ſhould riche Flaunders now. 
to Foꝛtunc.pooꝛe giuc plate: 


That had the harte, and happe with all, 
| from 


Of Flaunders. 


from harmes to holde her face, 
Among the beſte of name, 
that wealthie ſtate could ſhowe: 
Doe aſke no moꝛe but leaue the cauſe, y 
to hym that all docth knowe, 
Pet J with ſpeeches free, 
matic tell what troubles are: 
In Flaunders now, foz that their bzoils, 
began of countreis care. 
And matters fitte foꝛ penne, 
awhile to treate vpon: 
Good whetſtons fox to ſbarpe dull witts, 
the reſte J looke not on, 
That ſcru's foꝛ ſpeciall ſpꝛeetts, 
that ſccth through Moone and Starre: 
So thus to leauc of wcightic thyngs, 
and come to Flaunders warre. 
: (That woꝛlde bewails and weeps, 
| that ſces thercof the ende: 


And knowes that head and ſhoulders mutt, 
their countries cauſe defende.) 

My mule v1dd3 me ber bolde, 
ä koꝛ therein wants no chill: 
; To vlc apt wooꝛds, and ſcarche out wooks, 

to ſtraine the ynkchoꝛne quill. 
Toꝛ cauſcs knowne to woꝛide, 
A. ili. then 


— 
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The miſerie 


then why ik men maie aſke, 
Dacty Flaunders learne the dolefull daunce, 
and comes in open Palke, 


With dꝛom and trompet loude, 
to watethe woꝛlde from ſicepe⸗ 
That at ſweete reſte and peace will laugh, 
and at ſuwꝛc warte will weepc. 
Woh Doct 2 freends faulc at tarre, | 
and lide in ſccts by lwarms⸗ 
Ind headyng miſcheck on their heads, 
arc grounde of their owne harms, 
hv caps ſome from their holde, 
aud tabs the weakeſt parte? 
And ſo foꝛſakceth God andman, 
to winne a woꝛlde by arte. 
Why haclls the hoꝛſſes wong. 
that in right courſe ſhould goc? 
wWlyy doe the wiſe heads embzace ſelf will, 
and weaue a webbe of woc⸗ 
Tho cauſe docth ſbewe it ſelf, 
foꝛz where diſſention is, | 
There are fewe matters well in frame, 
and many thyngs amis: 
Nowis no nother nopes, 
but howlong vp and downe: 
And doubt and daunger bꝛyngs greate fearc, 
| in 


Of Flaunders. 


in many anoble towne, 
Now wanders peoples mynds, 
like waues of troubled ſeas: = 
And neither man noꝛ childe God wot, 
is free from warrs diſeas. 
Death dwells in eche mans doe, 
and thzcatens miſcheeus greate: 
The riche but maeks a hongrie ineale, 
the pooꝛe he ſtarus foꝛ meate. 
Was neuer ſeen uche want, 
in any ſoile bekoꝛe: 
And feawe haue little commpyng in, 
but ſpendeth on the ſtoꝛe. 
The Soldiour liu s by ſpoile, 
the Marchaunts trade is don: 
The Plowman letts the plowe alone, 
and out pooꝛe people ron. 
As though that men were madde, 
and knowe not where to goe: 
In doubt to finde a faithfull freend, 
and ſure to mecte a foc, 
The Pater noſter men, 
02 Mal conrent,thei ſaic: 
Hath bꝛought our pcopic ſuche a plaguc, 
as bꝛeeds their whole decaic. 
Eche Lhziſtian harte doeth weepe 


The miſerie 


to knowe the carefull cacc: 
Of Flaunders now, who to the chaunge, 
of woꝛldlie chaunte giu s place, 


FINIS. 


THE CALAMITIE 


of Fraunce. 


Hat kyngdome maie, 
N compare with wofull Frauncc, 
#//\\ dale God wot too long: 
\|Themighticmen, 
ZN, thereby felt greatc miſchaunce, 
2 A Tye tcetic folkc, 
were forctt to ſuffer wong, 
Andnoeſtate.was free from ſtath and foile, 
Suche furie raingde,in rage of peoples mynds, 
The weaklyngs went to ruin, to wꝛacke, and ſpoile, 
Is trees be toꝛne, with blaſt and whirlyng wynds, 
Strong goodiy tounes, were beaten doune to grounde 
Hye walls and towers, were battred flat as Lake, 


when trompetts blaſt, and dzum did ſlaughter ſounde, 


y 


nd bloudie blade, did wicked murther make. 

O liſten now, and hearemp tale a while, 
The warrs of fraunte ſo ſharpe and cruell weart. 
The ſonne hymſeif the father would begile, 

And brother ſtill,of bother ſtoode in feare, 

With poiſon foule, and murther cuery whcarc. 


— B. i. The 


The calamitie 


Thc countrey through was (pzedand plaged hive: 
And fo2 to make the ſcourge.and miſcheefmoze, 
Oue krende by traſte, the other would betraic, 
And ſurctie nonc, in Pꝛinces pallaioc ſtoode, 

The houſc of God, where people ought to pꝛaie, 
And aulter ſtone, was daiely ſtainde with blood, 
The ſtreats was filde, with coꝛſes vilie ſlaine, 
And in the ſtreamc, and floud the babes wert flong, 
And Ladies thꝛoats, with kniues were cutte in twaine 
There was no hope, when larumbell was rong, 
Bothe wiues with childe, and little childzen pong, 
Were ſtabbed in, wuth Daggers diucrs waies, 

Some from their bedds, were floung amid the ſtrrete, 
Suche murthers Loꝛde, were in thoſe bloodie daies: 
As women laie, without a cloute oz ſbecte, 

(Al deade and bare, a rufull ſight to ſee) 

In open plaine, yca men of auncient pcers, 

were mangied ſoꝛe, and ſome of high degrec: 

And noblc race, and ot the V Pecrs, 

Were naked lette, and wounded to the death, 

And goodie girlis, ſaie groulyng voide ofbꝛeath: 

In market place, the furic was ſo greate, 

The rage was ſuche, that none might ſcape the ſwore 
Noz nothyng tould, ne coole noꝛ quenche the heate: 

Of Ciuill warre that bothe at bedde and boꝛde: 
was bloodic ſtul, and yet the moꝛe was llainc, 


The 


Of Fraunce. 
The moꝛe the bzoile;and greef began againe, 


To tell you all, their battailes here a vowe, 

would moue your minde, and heauie harte to tcars, 
At ſondꝛie tymes their owne repoꝛte docth ſbowe, 
And good recoꝛde, thereof true witneſſe bears.) 
Thei loſt in ſceld, twoo hundꝛeth thoulande men, 
Yet ſtill their mindes, on murther ran ſofaſte, 

Thei went about, nothyng but bloodſbed then, 

To fight it out, as long as liſe might laſte, 

Keuenge did wooꝛde, and weauc an endleſſe webbe, 
Deſire of will, a wotull thecde did ſpinne, 

The floode of hate, that neuer thinks of cbbe, 

I ſwcllyng Sea, at ſtrife bzought guſbyng in. 
The rootcd wꝛatht, had ſpzed ſuche bꝛaunches ont, 
That lcaues of loue, were blaſted on the bowe, 
Yet ſpitfull twiggs, began ſo faſte to ſpꝛout, 

That from the harte, the tree was rotten thzowe. 
No kindly ſappe, did comfozte any ſpꝛaic, 

Botic barkc and ſtocke, and vodic did decaic. 

So that it ſcenide, the ſoile infected was, 

With malice moods. that ſmcils of miſcheefarcate, 
Their golden lande, was tournde to ruſtic Bras: 
And eche thyng w2ought,as God had curſt the ſcate, 
The groũd thought ſtoꝛne, to bꝛyng fozth frute in tune 
The Uines did rotte the blade would vbearc no coznc, 


Likc inter foule, became the Sommers Pzunc, | 
B. ii. The 


The calamitie 


The plcaſant plotts, bzought forth wilde bꝛier x thozn 
with Raine and ſtoꝛme, the lande was vexed ſtill, 

The irc of God, the pcople could not ſhunne, 

Grecate grewe the greef,that came by headſtrong will, 
And all theſe plagucs,by pzoude conccite begonne, 
That thought to rule, perhapps paſt reaſons lozc, 
Trcate that who pleaſc,my muſc not framde therecko2e: 
Ok warrs and woe, I mcane my penne toſtraine, 
In bzcekdiſcourſe,foz . ſedomes vieu alone, = 
Iſkippe ouer doubts, J dare not betoplainc, 

Leaſt firc flic out, from flinte and ſtricken ſtone, 

'Thole bzodllg abꝛoche, the realmeran all to tuen: 

The heads waxte licht, the members were amis, 
The notes werc nought, the ſong was out ol tune, 
And badde is beſt, where ſuche rude Mulick is. 

Blood was ſo ſought, that Butcherie boarc the ſwaic, 
A man and bcaſt, were waicd bothe a like: 

The Shepe muſt dye, the Wolfe would auc his pzaic, 
The riche would rule, the poozc mult paltc the pike, 
The houſc myſt burne that could not make defence. 
The head muſt of, that had moꝛc witte then needs, 
The fulleſt baggs, were ſcarched fox their pence, 

The vains were ſought that moſte the humour feeds, 
The good might ſtarue, the badde found all the grace, 


The wilc might walke abꝛoade, and tell the trees, 
The faunyng koolc s, were moſte pꝛelatde in place: 


The 


Of Fraunce. 


The Maſpes would ſucke, the honie from the Bees, 
And to be plaine, abuſe in all degrees, 
Bꝛed nought but warre, and nouriſbt ſuche debate, 
That all to toꝛne, did lye that noble ſtate. 

And when one race, oz noble houſe did tiſe, 
With fozce of armes to make reuolte oz ſtocr, 
Tenne thouſlande lockt, as thicke as ſtarrs in ſkies, 
About the ſtreats befoꝛe the ꝛintes dooꝛe, 
No wooꝛds might ſcrue,noz reaſon could pꝛeuailc: 
The people waxte, as wilde as chafed Deere, 
Pea though thei heard, their wiues bothe wepe 2 wailc⸗ 
Their childzen crie, cheir frends make mournyng chere 
To bloodie fight, in furie fell thei all, 
And though on heaps, dead coarſes laic in vicu, 
The people made, accounte thereof but ſmall. 
Foz battailc did, but malice ſtill renue.. 

A greate mans death, coſte many ſmall mens liues, 
I ſinall offence, did make a greate adoo, 
nohen men foꝛget, their childzen and their wiucs, 
And madlic faulls, to hate their countrey too. 

Auttic ſparkc, will make a marucilous fire, 
And then bothe Pꝛince, and Lawe is out of minde: 
Gdod rule is dꝛounde, and childzcn doo confpire, 
Their fathers deaths, and kinſmen out of kinde, 
Doo turne and change, as weather Locke with winde. 


O Ftauncc, who lookes, vpon thy bloodic waics, 
B. ui. And 
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The calamitie 


Aud notes but halle the pageant thou haſt plaicd: 
will be therctoꝛe, the wiler all their dais, 


On at the leaſt, will howzely bec afraied. 
To plaie ſuche pzanks.as thou pooꝛe Francehaſtdoon 

Thou hadſt a tymc,and wꝛetched race to run, 

Foz others wealc. that can good waruyng take, 

Thy ncighbours haue, gad lacſure to regarde, 

The harms of thec,and ſo a mirrour make: 

Of thy greate doole, and dulfull deſtinie harde. 

Can greater plagues, bee ſcen in any ſotle⸗ 

Then, reuell rage, and hauocke euety waic, 

A ctuti] warre, with wicked waiſte and ſpoile, 

A deadlie botche, that ſiriks ſtoute harte by daie. 

And kills by night, the harmics in his bedde, 

O ciuill warte thou haſt a Hidꝛas hedde: 

A Uipers kinde, a Serpentes nature thꝛowe, 

Spiders ſhape,a fozme of vglie Tode: 

IDculiſhe face, a ſhamcleſſc blotted bꝛodoe, 

A bloodie hande, at home and cke abꝛode. 

And if a man, would painte a monſter right, 

Set out in ſbape but eiuill warrt to light: 

Painte all the harms that crucilmurthcr bzyngs, 

And ſure that Snake, will ſbe we ten thouſande ſtings. 

A man maie not in colouts ſetfozthe well, 

Irude reuolt, a wꝛetched ciuill bzawll: 

He were as good, aſſaie to painte out hell, 


And 
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Of F raves: 


And ſecke to ſhewe,the ſoꝛts of tozments all, 
That ſillie ſouls, doo feele with damned ſpꝛeetts. 


who ſees reuolte. in feed oꝛ ciuill ſtreetts, . 

Will thinke he mectts, madd doggs diſgil de like men, 

Oz cls wilde Wolues, that liues in ſauage woode: 

It paſſeth witte, and cunnyng arte ol pen, 

To blaſe out warrs, began on moꝛtall foode. | 

And namely bꝛoills, that bzceds in publikc ſtatc, 7 

'Thecauſe whereof,bothe God and man docth hate. 
O France the flowze,and gardaine of the carth, 

The ſoile of wealthe,and topp ol triumphe all: 

ndhcre is become, thy paſtyme and thy mirthe, 

Thy gloꝛic greate, that woꝛldlie ioyes we call. 

Hath wilde reuolt, made tame thy gallants gaie, 

Fit on that bꝛaulc, that bꝛeeds ſo greate a fraie. 

Fic on that warre, that bꝛyngs riche people bare. 

And foulc befaulc, tic birds that files their ncaſte. 

Kcuolte bzyngs realms, and mightie kyngs in carc, 

Ind roots vp peace, and plants diſcoꝛd in bꝛeaſte. 

Though wilfull heads, in hafte reuenge will take, 

Ind foꝛ ſome ſbꝛeaude, deuiſe dꝛawes out the blade, 

Beware through heate, how cult warre you make: 

It wounds the ſtate, and marrs all honcũ trade, 

It rotta ſound harts, and ſpoils eche tommonweale, 

A curcieſſe ſoꝛe,. that no ſweete ſalue can heale. 

The dove miſchaunce, that Fraunce hath keit thereby, 

And 


Thecalanutie 


And ſlaught ers greate,whiche laſtcdmany a ycre) 
Dooth ſtande lo freſbe, and full befoze your eye, 


That woꝛlde mate ſte, men bought that warre ful dere: 
The llood ot ſtrite, did run ſo though the realme, 
Sonne dꝛeggs muſt needs. be left behinde the ſtreame, 
In wijiche deepe dzolle,mare lye moꝛe harme then good 
God ſbield eche lande, that loues and fears the Lozde, 
From ſuche abule, and thirftyng after blood, 

And plant therein, werte peace and milde acco2de; 
From whiche pure tree there ſpyings a pꝛecious balme, 
That keeps ol tems, and bzyngs a quiet caume. 


FINIS. 
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THE MISFORTVNE 
of Portugalle. 


AS. 


S Fraunce didfmnarte, 
though rage of tiuill warrc, 
Ind Flaunders is, 

not free from ſuche like koile: 


So other ſoils, 


8 
by meane of wicked tarre, 
nohcn leaſt is thought, are offrcd to the ſpoilt. 
Whole wꝛetched ruen the wile docth daicly rewe, 
To mae the fonde, refoꝛme their life a newe: 
But where was pcacc,andlouc long linked faſte, 


And people waxt, bothe riche and ſtoute of minde, 
If their miſhappe,and miſchecf tome at laſte, 
What harte in bꝛcaſt, oꝛ man is ſo vnkinde: 
That will not waile, the woe of ſuche a lande 
who God alone, hath toucht with mightic hunde. 
In Poꝛtugall, befell a dolfull cacc, ä 
The ſtraungeſt chaunce, that hath bin heard ok late, 


There was a hyng, who had greate gifts of grace, 
A Puinccly ſparkc, ot goodly poꝛte and ſtate: 
And as his ſbape, was ſemely to the light, , 


7 
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The miſfortune 


So loe within, his minde was ſbapte a right. 
Fox fozme of fate, and other out warde ſhoes, 
mere aunſwered full, with greatneſſe of the harte: 
And in that Pꝛince, as now repoꝛt there gocs, 
Ol ſpeciall points, was many a noble parte. 
Among the reſte, was one full muche to note, 
He ſought no wil, noꝛ would of women dote, 
Deſirde renowne and yet deſpiſde delite, 
And loathed luſte, yet loude a merrie meane, 
To paſtyme bent, yet baniſbt pleaſure quite, 
And glad to leade, a lite moſte pure and cleane. 
And alwaies ment to doe ſome mightie deede, 
Againſt the Turkes,ſuche noble mynde he boze: 
That ofthe lie, a man maie hardly rcede, 
And in our daies, was ſeldome ſcen before, 
wo ell, what auails, to blaſc his vertueg moꝛe. 
His minde was luthe he would not idle ſitte, 
He helde good fame, moꝛe worth then heaps of gold: 
And to maintaine, his courage and his witte, 
Againſt the Mores,a powꝛe pꝛepate he would. 
So with his freends, and ſuche as wiſbte hym well, 
He ſhippyng tooke, and ſpꝛead the ſeas with ſails, 
But now J haue, a wofull tale to tell. 
And now in deede, my muſe bothe weeps and wails, 
And I my ſelf, of right ought be full ſadd, 
To ſbewe at large, what ill ſucceſſe he had, 


Bothe 


8 
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Of Portugal. 


Bothe he and his, full ſafly ſette on ſho2e, 
On enemies ground, and rangyng where thei would: 
His foes hym mette, and fought with hym ſo ſoꝛe: 
(Whole ſtrength and foꝛce, were ſtronger treble fold.) 
That he was ſlaine, and all his people loſte: 

And fewe of them, retourned home againe, 

Suche was their fate, that ſought that curſſed coſte. 
To mate vs muſe, that doeth a liue remaine, 

And make vs knowe, by this greate foughten fecld: 
There is no life, but muſt to Foxtune yecid, 

Foz at one tyme, thꝛee kynges made there their ende, 
But none of them, maie chuſten men lament: 

Sauc this good kyng to whom the Loꝛde did ſende, 
A ſodaine fall. to our greate diſcontent, 

Pea, waie the loſſe,and woꝛthe of chziſten bloode, 

An let the caſe, be thzoughly vnderſtoode. 

There was not ſuche,a loſſe theſe hundꝛeth yeers, 
Be iudgethercol that knowes what Pꝛinces axe: 
And of the ſtate, and rule of kyngdoms heers, 

Ind Poꝛtugall, thou luckleſſe lande of care, 

Be thou the tudac.if J ſpeake trothe oꝛ noe, 

Looke how thou wilte, thou canſt not hide thy woe: 

In mournyng blacke, let all thy people goc: 
Pꝛoclaime a faſt, and ſtretehe your hands on hie, 
And in the ſtreats,foz ſoꝛtowe houle and crie. 


Foz ſinccthy kyng, is taken from thee _ 


That 
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That was bcfoze,ſcutthee to thy greate toye: 
There is bchinde,a ſoꝛet plague yewus, 
It carclcſlcheads,ofcarneſtmakeatoye, 
Louldmozc miſbappe to any ſoile befall, 
Then lolo the Lampe, that gaue the antrepiight 
(And in the darkc,can finde no toꝛche at all, 
Noꝛ candell clere, to walkc t in Winters night. 
Could Foꝛtune wooꝛke, to men a woꝛſc deſpite: 
Then take awaie, their hope and comkoꝛt quite. 
Could people loſe, a Pearle o greater pꝛice: 
Then ſuche a Gem, as woꝛlde con ſcartiy ſhowe, ©” 
Could Heathen men, wiſbe any woꝛſe deuice, 
To vs, then giue, ſo greate an oucrthzowe, | 
J feate the bacbs that learns their Chꝛiſts croſſe row, 
Will quale foꝛ this, when we are in our graue. 
The loſſc is ct, like fruite that is but greene, 
On goodlic trees, that blaſted is with windet: 

But when the want, ok apples ſbalbe ſcene, 
With moꝛe regarde, the matter ſhall we minde. 
Leaue that to hym, that gius and taks awaic, 
Who can at length, his ſecrte will bewꝛaie. 

Now ſbecye from fold, maie ron and meete the wolte, 

Now gie is gonc, the flocke to ruen muſt fall: 

Now greck paſte cure comes in though gulbyng golfe, 
Now Pꝛince is dead, aduc pooꝛc Poztugall, 
Thy date is doen excepte fox dcaſtnie ſtraunge, 


God 


* 
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God ſende ſome chaunce,to counterpaiſe the chaunge, 

Jn Skies o late, was ena llalptig Starre, 

A Comete bꝛight that thzeataed plags at hande, 
whiche did pꝛelage, perhapys this bloodic warrc, | 
And Plags that are, a bꝛotche in many a lande. 

God is diſplcacd, and ſure his wꝛathe is greate, 
when Turcks doe ſtoꝛge. and plage the chzſten kings: 
This angric ligne, and frarkull ſodainc heate, 
Mas wiſemen waie, the weight of further things. 
Where mightie trecs, are rent with thunder cracke, 
With tremblyng feare the people home ward ronnc: 


The tempeſts rage that bꝛyngeth ruen and wzacke, 
Where daunger is, eche liuyng thyng will ſhoanc: 
So ſuche as ſce, where plague oꝛ warrs cncreace, 
Will ſceke foꝛ healthe, and pꝛaic to liuc in peace, 
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O treate of Jrelands toũe, 
and tell the troubles now, 

(and paint you out in pꝛoſe oz vers, 
2 the tountries ſoꝛowe thozowe) 
7 | Would ſure containe moꝛe tyme 

and carneſt matter bothe, 

Thi cafly mf would ſparc to ſped 
oꝛ wo2 ide wouldthinke a trothe. 

Fo: there theſe many peres, 

hath ſtrief in ſtate been ſto2de, 

And ſeldome in the quict ſbeath, 

can reſte the trenchyng lwoꝛde. 

'Thc ſoldiours that are ſent, 
to kecpe the lande tn awe: 

Ire faine to marche through n and thinnc, 

- andaftcriycinſtrawe, 

And feede on what ther finde, 
but loc plainc countrey men, 

Docth ſaie ont hoꝛſe, cats vp their coznc, 
and Loignic now and then. 

Mas wife and childzen cric, 


and 
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and leaus the lande full bart: 
Tis hardto knowe if commons pooꝛe, 
oꝛ ſoldidurs fecls moſte care, 
The greck ſo common is, 
that cche one beares a pcece, 
And God he knowes who licks the fatte, 
oꝛ ſbears awaic the flece. 
But now to tell the toile, 
and trauaill ſoldiours take, 
To thoſe that knowes not what it means, 
it would a wonder make, 
Foꝛ who that there can ſcrue, 
and ſuffer what docth fall, 
Maic bide the bꝛont of any warre, 
in Lhuſtcn Kyngdoms all: 
The ſtrength and ſtraus are ſuche, 
that men muſt paſſc ſomtyme. 
The rocks and mountains are ſo ſtraunge, 
whercon the ſoldiours clumc: 
Thcei can not well be tolde, 
noꝛ numbꝛed here a right, 
Ind touchyng mightic woods and boggs, 
F could name ſuchc a light: 
Is would you wearie make, 
to read 02 looke vpon, 


Ind who dcmaunds the trothe of tholc, 
Pe D. i. 


that 


— — 


The vnquietneſſe 


that hath the iourneis gon. 
Shall hcarc a thouſande thyngs, 
whiche woꝛthie is the notc, 
The laboꝛ, painc, and p2oofc thercof, 
will neuer be koꝛgotc. 
Dome lecls it in their ioynts, 
and ſhall whiels liues thei beare, 
Ind ſo be bolde, who tries that ſole, 
maic venter any where: 
Foꝛ toile docth dately grove, 
amidde that troubledlande, | 
But how the cauſe thercof dothriſc, 
with wiſcdome bec it Lande, | 
Tohcarcthepcop'e cric, 
and ſce their bare eſtate, 
would ſure mouc tears in any eye, 
that docth the countrey hate. 
I tan but wiſhe them well, 
my ductic glauns the ſame, 
Foꝛ that thc; fire our neighboꝛs nere 
and eught wich equall name, 
Like ſub;cctgline with vs, 
foꝛ ancc one, Pꝛinte wee hauc, 
One minde z manet ſhould we fbew, 
good oꝛder that docth crau e. 


The hande doeth loue the arme, q 
and 
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and arme with leggs agree, 
And all the ioynts the bodic bears, 
in perſite peace muſt bee: 
So head ſþall well bee ſerude, 
but where thoſe members tarre, 
There wi burſt out ſome bold abuſe 
ſome bꝛaule, oꝛ irkſom warre, 
Though Irclande hath bin long, 
in moſte vnquiet cace, 
It wil be well, when God ſball plant, 
in peoples harts his grate: 
J hope to ſee that date, 
and that in ſcaſon ſhozxt, 
That my plain pen ſhall finde greate cauſe, 
to pelde them good repozt, 
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of Scotlande, - 


27 Flaunders,Fraunce, 


02 Poztugall compare, 
With Scotlande now, 


of foxrowe and of care, 


And checkeſt ſeate, 
of ſadneſſe any where, R 


That ofte hath had, within it ſell ſuche doche, vil 
As ſpoilde the lande, and kept the countrey pooze: | 
Aad when that warrs, awhile had taken leaue, 

(And woc bade want to laie doune ſpcare and ſbcelde:) 
The onc by ſleight, the other would deccauc, 

And than ſbarpe cwoꝛde, ſbould plcad the caſe in fcelde. 
ca in the houſe, ſboꝛt dagger did the deede, 

when murther might, ſerue tyme oz turne fox necde: 
Ind noulledthus, thei were Godwot in blood, 

In ragc thei would, not ſpare ne hye no2 lo woc: 

Not one might buyc,his lite fox woꝛldiy good, 

It murthꝛyng hands, were bent to giue the blowe: 
Their hainqgus actes, ſufficient p2oofe docth ſhowc. 


I 


, 
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J ncede not name the perlons thei hatte llaine: 
Fo: ſlaughters crie, though higheſt tlouds doeth goe, 
And daiciy craues, ot God redꝛeſſe againe. 
The murtheryng mine, is neuer free from foe. 
Noz ſure of freende, noz dar ol life in fine, | 
But dwells in doubt, and ſius like turſſed Laine: 
O happic wigyt, that hath ſuche grace deuine, 
That neuer will, his harte noꝛ conſcience ſtaine, 
with bꝛothers blood: and bleſſed is that hedde, 
And hande withall, that neuer blood did ſbedde. 
Bothe beaſts and birds, will fall out ſondꝛie waics, 
And ſtriue awhile,and yet at length agree: 
But as thei waſte, their coller ſo decaies, 
And cleane foꝛgotte, the quatrells are you ſce. 
Shall man that hath, the reaſon to foꝛbcare, 
Bec wozle then beaſt : O God that fault fozbid, 
Shall malkre finde, a place and ſuccour there, 
Where Gods greate giſts, ought lye like treaſurc hid: 
Shall harts of men, (the temple of the Loꝛde) 
Lodge murther vile, and nouriſhe foule diſtoꝛde⸗ 
Shall thoſethat knowcs, what lawe + peace is worth, | 
S2cake Lawe and Peace,and bꝛeede diſſention ſtill⸗ 
The tree is badde, that bꝛyngs ſuche bꝛaunches foꝛth: 
The hedds arc vaine, hat ſbowes no deeper chal. 
The ground is nought that vaceds but ſcratt in bers 
And ſolle not guad, where murther (hill apyers. | 
D. N.. 2 
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2 d; tt 79 ande, githes, - 
SUS 1 5 yatoundegurns manpchyngs amis, 
©! 5 Sthc kate, that js from heauen ſent, 

Acruch cute Planctts mardi: 
That peopic arc, ta traubieg dc ben, 
And ſo doꝛgetts, gage — 
Il planctts could, wooꝛbe that eſftete in man. 
were ſbould Gods grace. haue fzce and vertue than? 
It were a faulte, and errour wonders greate. 
To truſt oz thinke that Planetts could doc ought, 
In man who taks. his foꝛce and kindly heate, 
Vis foꝛme and ſbape, his ſence and feelyng thought, 
From hym that ſitts, aboue the Starts and ſceng - 
How Planctts moue, and how the woꝛlde agrees. 
would God thoſe ſoiles, where greateſt tarrs haue bin, 
And all the ſoꝛts, and people of the ſame: 
would from hencefoꝛthe, ſuche trade of life begin, 
As in our woꝛlde, might purchaceendicſle fame. 
Foz bloodie bꝛauls, that hurlie burlie bzceds, 

With murthers foule, and treaſons voide offeare, 
Coms out of vice, and ſpꝛyngs from wicked ſeeds, 
Thciarca dꝛolſe, and Daͤrneil in good Coꝛne: 
I graccleſic graine, that poiſons man andbcaſte: 
An open p:aguc,a pꝛiuie pꝛickyng thoꝛne: 
A bankctte ſine, to grace a filthic ſcaſte: 
A diſbe of ſ ul, dꝛeũe vp like datntiechcarc; 
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A meſſeof bzothe,that marrs the Dinner quite: 
Acoldeconceite,of Lookric bought full deare: 

I connyng knackc;of knaurit ſpicſte with ſpite: 
A trickenewetearnde,beyondethcAlps/Ftrowe:: + 
A toye bzoughthome,bythoſe that trauciis farre: . 
ſunple Snabe;aſmilyng ſuttcell ſbꝛowte:: 

A ligne of ntact hut grounde afgreeuous warre. 
What can it named, of au vic carthipthyngs, - .; 
But murthers reache, and monſtrons treaſon bꝛyngs: 
The lande that hach amd his bowcls bꝛed, 

This ſoꝛe diſcaſe, and will no mcdſon take: 

Is ſurc not well, and ſicke from fecte to hed, 

And ol it ſelt, but ſmall account docth matc, 

No ſtate can ſtande, where Inftice deatg no ſ\waic, 
Theleggs are lam, that full afh art: 

Thc man muff fall, hat hath fo certalnc ſtaic, 

Where vertue wants, vice walks dut thin and barc. 

I patched waule, is wakte a ſonder ſtreight: 

It laits no while that is (ct vp by ſleight: 

Our Naturc hacts the thyng that is not good: 

And ſuche as halte, arc ſpied by vpꝛight ſcucc: 

And kinde abhoꝛs the blade embꝛucd in blood: 

who ſtriks the wrake, that can not make delence, 
Darc not in feeld a point to inecte his foc. 

Who macks a bande, to murther ouc alonc,. 


Loucs neither Pꝛince, noꝛ commonweaith I cM" 4 
In 


| Thetroubles 


Ind who delites to here the giltleſſe grone, 
Docth bcarenians ſbape, and T ygcrs nature ſbowe: 
wc1!ict that paſſe, greate troubles mate a riſe, | 

In angric wozidc,that is diſpicalde foz nought: 

But ſuche as fall to murther are not wife, 

Their witts can not,conceine how man was wꝛought 


Nox who regards, the wzongs good peopie haue: - 


wyils giltlefe blood.a right reucngedocthcraue, 
FINIS. 
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Hat bleſſed ha, and happie dates, 
our Kyngdome doeth poſſes, 

7 thewelthes peace that here aboiids 
to Worlde mate well expres: 
e VV hat greater toye ca people haue 
2 9) than reft and riches bothe? 
And many other fruufull tbyngs, 

that on thoſe braunches g roweth. 
VV hat earthly fame, is like to th? 

What vi ſedome can ber more? 
T han ſhunne the broicli, that follie bryngs, 

and late p wealthe in ſtore. 
For warrs When cauſe comnaundi the ſame, 

What can wee wiſhe fo well 
Than, at atyme of troubles preatt, 

in quiet houſe to dwell. 


Bug Þaye a While with iudoihy bitte 
E. J. What 


The bleſſed e 


W what Woe our 2 iahbours tafte: 
VV hat wealthe goes out What Warlds vnrefte 
comes in With warre and waffe, 
A luftic brute,cries all for Warre, 
and ſuc he as little haue 
Vith Princes paie, or poore mens goods, 
would faine goe gate and braue, 
But taftyng ſwarrs , bothe he and more, 
that buyes their knowledge dere, 
That goes ont Well,coms home th boſſes 
and than refts quiet here. 
Tries out of warrs,finds fault with toile, 
and truſts to that will lafte, 
And ſo with ſadde and heauie minde, 
forgetts the labours pafte: 
And faulls to tale the eaſe we here 
entoye,With peace at home. 
A Iewell whiche fall feawe ſhall fade, 
that hits abrode to rome. 
For rounde about vs eue y Where, | 6 
the worlde ſo mut on wheels: 
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That ve are bleft that here no parte, 
of their afl Aion feeles. 
Here haue wee ſcope to / kippe or walke, 
to ronne and Plates at baſe: 
Still voide of feare,and free of minde,) 
in euery poincte and cace. 
Here freends maie meete and talke at will, 
the Prince and Lame obaied; 3 
And neither firannge,nor home borne childe, 
of Fortune feng: afrated. 
Here hands doe reape the ſeeds thei ove, 
and heads haue quiet ſleeps: | 
And Wiſedome gouerns ; ſo the Worlae, 
that reaſon order keeps. 
Here mercie rules, and mildeneſſe rat gre, | 
and peace preate plentie bryngs: 
And ſollace in his fwveeteft voice, 
the, Chriftmas carrowle Hugs. 
Here Fit maie efeaht,, and triumphe too, 
in ſuertie voide of ill: 
And one the other welcome male, 


E 1. What 


. 
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The bleſſed ſtate 
with mirthe and warme good wil. 


The grounde it bryngs ſuc he bleſſyng fot 
that glad are forrains all: bs 
eAmid their want ,and harde arffreene 
in fauour here to fab. 
Heer Wounded ſtacts doe heale their hwy, 
and ſtraungers ſtill repaire;” * i | 7 
ben miſcheef makes FX marche abroad, bi 
and driue them in diſpaire. 92 | 
Heer rhouſands haunt and . . . 18 
that are in heauie eacec ll! J\ 
And freendly folks with oper armes,. | 7 
doerb ſle ſoulircbrace. 1 Ne 
Heer thyngs are cheape,and caſh had, | 
no ſoule the hke aan 3 ſhoe: 8 


Noſtate nor Kyngdome at this ie, + lis ; <q; 
doeth in fe che plentie owe. | "MN KY 72 
The trau lar that hath pafte ee, cee 
and gone through many laude. a -N xv 
VV hen he comes home, and notts the thyngs, =” 1 
40 heauen holds ap band CY LOL N. Why 1.20 
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And mu ſeth how thus little plotte, 
can yeeld ſuche pleaſures preate: 
It argues Where ſuche graces grove, 
that God hath bleft the ſcate. 
Bothe Prince and people euery one, 
and where his bleſſyng u, 
There neither Wants no earthly toye, 
nor hope of heauens lis. 
Thi ILE, is Kirnell of the Nutte, 
and thoſe that neare s d vel, 
(Our forraine neighbours rounde about, ) 
7 counte them but the ſhell: . 
That holdeth in this Kirnell '[weete, . 
as Nature hath aſfiende. 
eAnd as ſome ſhells worme eaten are, 
pet Kirnell ſounde we finde. 
So ſondrie ſoils,about this Ile, 
are crackt, and croſhte ye ino we. 
T Dith ſuries rage, and force that fills 
their countrey full of woe. 
UVUhiche force of men,or rage of warre, 
E. ig. macks 


———— 


The bleſſed ſar 


mack dabme thi lookers on: 
eAnd bids Þrſe heads,to HOU borre 1 
aud ſiande as colde as ſton. 
Vin ek Would ſtorre up quiet fate, 
*riut for feeble ſtrawes: 
5 10 us t he loue of countries xcale, 
ar holde with ſerraine cauſe. 
o ENGLANDE, thouart bleſt in deede, 
thy ncihe u free from yoke: 
Th; armes are ſtrong, thy body ſounde, 
and in good. vowre be ſpoke, 
Thy youth and age haue able i oynta, 
to trie thy cauſe in feelde. | 
eAnd as that now in troublous tymes, 
the Lorde hath been thy ſheelde. 
So looke when comes in, cunnyng Hal, 
thy Whole account is made, 
That planes ſhall make finenes feele, 
the ge of Bilbo we blade. | 
ore bis fea than thy neighbours al, 
by pr vf thou art ad Yet: 


eMore 
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More likely art thou by that cauſe, 
in peace and refte to ſit. 

More good in ſeaſon haft thou doen, = 
than thouſands well can waye: 

 Mofte happie ts thy ſtate therefore, 
and ſurer ſtands thy ftaye. © 

T ban maieft thou be the Kirnell ſweete, 
that many Wiſhe to haue. 

But none can ſpoile,nor ſcarce dare touchg, 
ſuche grace greate God thee gaue. 

That garde ſhall keepe the Kirnell long, 
from worme and wicked foile. 

Aud ſende good fortune ſondrie Waies, 

Vnto this bleſſed ſoule. 
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